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Eloise Robinson 

To see their own shadows thronging 

The quiet house of sleep. 
Yes, they look in at their own shadows 

Stealing up by the stair 
To the closed doors of the chambers 

And listening there. 
They watch how their shadows with pulseless fingers 

Noiselessly push and strain, 
And beat their breasts on the dark panels 

To open them, in vain; 
And how the thin moonlight trickles round them 

Creeping down by the banisters again. 

Eloise Robinson 



CREPUSCULE 

In all the lonely places and the hills 

By dusk comes down faint trumpeting; it fills 

The hollows and the river-banks with sound, 

And music is like mist along the ground: 

In all the forest paths and secret places, 

The lilies seem like small forgotten faces; 

And clothed in dimming gold, and by our side, 

With muted hoofs, the dead contented ride. 

Maxwell Struthers Burt 
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